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on the sacred oak beside the still waters of the lake of Nemi.
If that was so, we need not wonder that the priest guarded
with drawn sword the mystic bough which contained the
god's life and his own. The goddess whom he served and
married was herself, if I am right, no other than the Queen
of Heaven, the true wife of the sky-god. For she, too, loved
the solitude of the woods and the lonely hills, and sailing
overhead on clear nights in the likeness of the silver moon
she looked down with pleasure on her own fair image
reflected on the calm, the burnished surface of the lake,
Diana's Mirror.